The Chou Civilisation
In thousands of pairs they go weeding,
Some in the marshy plain, others along the dike.
The master is there with his eldest son,
His younger sons and all their children,
And the strong-armed workmen and their assistants.
Noisily they devour the meal brought out to them
And spare a grateful thought for their wives
Who stand close to their husbands.
Then with their sharp ploughshares
They go off to work in the fields which lie to the south.
They sow all manner of cereals,
Each seed contains a germ of life.
The tender shoots spring up in long rows
And the tender feathery stalks climb higher;
The young crop stands proud
And the weeders go forth in great numbers.
Then comes the host of harvesters
And the corn is heaped up in the fields,
In myriads and hundreds of thousands
And millions of sheaves,
For the beer and the sweet drinks.
Enough to sacrifice to the ancestors both male and female
And to provide for all ceremonies.
It has a pleasant aroma,
It exalts the glory of the state.
It has a scent of pepper
And consoles the old people.
It is not only here that the harvest is abundant,
Nor is it in this season only.
It has been thus for all time.
The last few lines formed a chorus and must have been sung by 'the harvesters as they worked. There were also, just as there are today, floods and drought with their resultant poor harvests and attendant suffering:
The people can no longer find food For heaven has struck them down with great evils.
207can, we enter into contact with the soul and mind of the Chinese.
